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at his own house; Dr. Robertson. It is impossible to
judge properly of a nervous man, who talks broad
Scotch, from such an interview, especially as I must
confess I took a little prejudice againt him for blaming
Mason's publication, for not seeming to relish Gray's
letters and for saying that when he saw Mr. Gray in
Scotland he gave him the idea of a person who meant
to pass for a vey fine gentleman. Except this, which
was not quite polite to me, he was very much so. He
said he had written one hundred and fifty more pages
of the " History of America," when the present
disturbances stopped his pen. I am told that he
shines most in his public speeches. When a sour and
a blind zeal, which is wonderful even in Scotland in
this age, opposed and defeated the reasonable mitiga-
tion of laws, dictated by bigotry against the Catholics,
he, I am told,, distinguished himself by pronouncing a
very fine oration in their favour, in the General
Assembly, at the peril of his life, for his house was
afterwards beset by the deluded and furious mob.

From Edinburgh we went to Hopton House, a
proper summer palace for a King of Scotland, if there
were one, situated on the edge of the Frith of Forth,
whose glittering tide divides it from a landscape of
towns, villages, country-houses, wood, and farms, held
up to view on a rising coast. [Here some local
description follows, which may be omitted : he refers
also to Mr. Henry (Lord) Kaime's skill in making
fruitful land out of morass. Of the owner he thus
speaks.] He himself has, at eighty-three, the vivacity
of^twenty-three, and can walk seven miles without
fatigue. He is entertaining, good-humoured, and
possessed of an infinite variety of knowledge which he

produces in a flighty manner, entirely unlike the dull
prose of most of his countrymen.